BARBARIAN STORIES

twice what I had and more than it should have been,
anyhow. When I emptied my purse on the table he
took what there was and then said I should stay till
either I had paid or someone had paid for me. He
looked at me so that I knew it was no use begging
him, with the hard greedy eyes of the heathen who
do not know Mercy among their gods. So I went
back to my room and he called after me that it was
no use trying the window. So I sat on the edge of the
bed and waited till morning, and wished it were all
over.

Oh, do you still believe me? And do you pity me?
I thought no one would ever pity me: the Brothers
would know I had deserted them, and Lucius would
never know at all, I didn't think of you. Where are
you going now? Oh, this is a place I know! Why
have they let it get so dirty and broken? Sometimes
I sold flowers in the shade here, me and my basket.
Oh, what is the matter? Why are you shaking so? -
what is it? Surely there's nothing here to frighten
you? You're safe and happy, . . . Ah, I know, I
know what it is: not anything dreadful, only wood'
smoke. You like it really. You'll like it again when
I'm gone, I promise you. Ah, stop trembling, dear -
your husband thinks you are tired. How lovely
to have someone to mind whether you are tired
or not!

I must tell you what happened after it was day,
I heard people riding up and then I heard the lame
man talking to someone. So I tidied my hair and put
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